REDEEMER’S CREATIVE ART: 


XA 


A Letter From the Editors 


At Redeemer Uni 
College, there is an 
endless degree of talent and 
ity that far 
exceeds the twenty 
s of this collection. A 
quest is a long and 
arduous rch for 


something, and we thank each 
student who submitted 
that strove to 
capture the essence of self- 
This semester, we 
question, Who are 
we are pleased to 


Visual Art 


See the Beauty (Front Cover) - Michelle Vanderspek 
Untitled - Helena Schuurman 

Little Hands - Emma Roorda 

Grief after Rodin - Bethany Kenyon 

Attention to Detail - Michelle Vanderspek 

Farmer Fred - Kamaria Quinn 

Confidence - Maggie Perry 

Violence of Fading Memories - Bethany Kenyon 
Untitled - Helena Schuurman 

Unititled (Back Cover) - Lana Burchell 


Poetry/Short Story 


Wildfire and Wave - Oksana Slade 
Clot - Helena Schuurman 

Little Hands - Emma Roorda 

By the Moon - Elliana Reitsma 

My Dirt Floor - Chantel Masselink 
Multiple Choice - Rachel Wall 
Confessionals - Rebeka Borshesky 
I am as Death - Nathan Brink 
Here & Now - Elise Arsenault 
Atlas - Carly Ververs 


Wildfire and Wave 
Oksana Slade 


wilder without him 
h him 1/11 fi 


Untitled 
Helena Schuurman 


Clot 
Helena Schuurman 


/klat/; noun. 


1. a distortion in my veins causing the heart to skip a beat, or worse, to 
stop. 2. An obstacle in blood’s 


way of the heart, like a front door locked with no key, a pothole on the way 
to the Promised Land, or a 


perpetual red light at an intersection I wait at, hoping, praying, 
longing for change of colour so the 


heart may beat, so I can return home to life. A clot is an immense 
frustration, crippling shame/ an event 


too hard to pass/ an overwhelm, the skip of a heart/ though an obstacle, 
it’s only a wait/ rest here, 


pilgrim, stop here now/ you are destined to the heart, though in a clot. 


Little Hands 
Emma Roorda 


These Little Hands have carried too 
much. 


They have waited for life, 

but are weighted by death. 

They have embraced what is broken, 
been dragged along by 
unfamiliarity. 


For these Little Hands are the seeds of 
a nation;whose palms could one day 


grow into towering trees, 

to mighty forests. 

Yes, these tiny Hands clench much poten- 
tial, 

Yet. If potential can’t find a hand to 
hold, 


It escapes, 


Seeping out of a tired, shoeless 
sole. 


One Little Hand reaches out, 
But grasps 

and dirty finger. 

Nothing. 


Two Little Hands fold into each 
other, 


searching for internal comfort. 
But finds, 
Nothing 


but the spaces of confusion between 
each damp 


and dirty finger 


—— 


a 7] 
Little J 


Emma Roorda 


uoduey Aueyzeq - uTpoy z0ezze FETIzD 


By the Moon 
Elliana Reistma 


With one indefinite sweep, any 
particle of sand that was on my 
feet disappears. 

Wading in causes goosebumps 

to pop up, covering 

every inch of my body. 


When the water is tickling my chin, 
I fill my cheeks with air 

and push off the bottom. 

Completely submerged, the 
shivering, fades and my heart 
thumps in my ears. 


Black water hides what is under me. 
Shore is just a distant memory, 
left behind in a trail of ripples. 
Maybe I’1ll never return, I’1l keep 
kicking until my legs go numb. 


Floating on my back, eyes closed, 


I’m the winds victim. Whatever direction 
it blows, there the waves will take me. 


Powerless, I lay like a ragdoll 
my feet drag along sand. 


until 


My Dirt Floor 
Chantel Masselink 


Lord, I wish I could offer you more, 

but please- Have a seat, on my dirt floor 

I beg- Have something to eat 

There’s morsels on the table- and a crumb on my cheek 
You’ ve noticed the stained whitewashed walls, 

It’s been about a week 

since they last matched the tomb-like halls, 

I didn’t want to show you this, 

I was going to give a call 

to prove that nothing was amiss 

Instead you showed up, in amidst of it all 

I answered the door, strung out on performance, high on 
responsibility 

you didn’t ask for more, You simply asked, to sit on my dirt floor 


Farmer Fred 
Kamaria Quinn 


mult(I)ple choice 
Rachel Wall 


identity 
is a war against 
myself 


because i like right answers 
and i want to get perfect on the test that demands 
“pick the most correct” 
a) intelligent, b) compassionate, OR c) strong 


but the right answer won’t touch me 


and the OR says nothing to me because 
who i am is AND 
and who i am is 
all of the above 


Confidence 


Maggie Perry 


Confessionals 
Rebeka Borshevsky 


Forgive me, Father, for I have sinned: 
“Against you, and against heaven only—” 
I cursed my mother and my father. I looked 
at them and wanted to see someone else. Someone 
perfect. Someone who could save us from crumbling. 
“Lord, have mercy on me, a sinner—” 


I imagine things, father. I look, I see, I want. 
Sometimes, in my mind, I take. I steal clothes off 
another’s body, I steal their humanity. 
“Purge me with hyssop, and I shall be made clean—” 


I have neglected You, Father. I look for You 
and I stop. I look for the Eternal Love and find myself 
in love with mortal deaths-more than one, sometimes... 
“The rooster crowed three times.” 
I can’t do this. I’m so tired. I’m so weak. 
In the Name of the Father, and of the Son, and of the Holy Spirit: 
“Peter, do you love me?” 
“You know I do, Lord.” 
“Then feed my sheep.” 


I am as Death 
Nathan Brink 


I am as Death: it is Life who leaves 

a shape of a man while I stand with you to the end. 
without life, 

walking unseen I am as Death: 

yet seeing all, there to help when you fall 


when things end. a figure to turn to 


when all else is gone, 
a figure to hate 
when everything is with you. 


I am as Death: 

misunderstood 

and poorly represented. 

My image is forever in the media 
as one unfit to model 

despite my beating heart. 


I am as Death: 
unwanted until needed 
disliked until useful, 


I am as Death: distrusted until necessary 
seen as nothing, feared until the end 
lesser, abusing life and always, always alone. 


but instead 


Here & Now 
Elise Arsenault 


I am 
but stone made flesh 
mere dust made breath 
by Him whose life puts 
death to death. 


Untitled 
Helena Schuurman 


Carly Ververs 


In Greek mythology, Atlas, 


the Titan god of endurance 


and astronomy, was condemned to hold up the sky for 
eternity after the Olympians conquered the Titans. 


I used to love to share your 
secrets: bright stars 

clinging 

to black sky, neck 

aching from craning back 

to look. I used to 

wonder what it would be 

like to dance across 

that sky - light feet twirling 
across light 


itself. Then the stars 

let go and the sky unraveled, 
twisting as it fell, heavy 
as it landed on my 

shoulders: neck craning 

in a new way, bending to touch 
earth, shoulders 

snapping 

under weight. You 

ask too much 

of me. 
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